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VMiss j B )'('l’()l'(-‘;’\l;l},
WHOULESALE AND RETAIL DEALER IN

WILLINEKY AND DKY GOODS.
* uii;-_--bltij_h'l ._’llll[l:-.lﬂ_“_{ _ll--nw.

M=, =, A, lll(-‘:(il&'ﬂ,
VI INERY GOODS, CLOAKS, TRIMMINGS
Mocnstreet—=Opposite Post Odice.
Ww. . 1IORTON,
i RUHANT TAILOR: and dealer im
x v1's Fresismise ,';""r'."_ - _Rat_l_rmﬂ street.
N. B. FILINT,
vannfacturer of HARNERSES, Ete., |
e Pasaltiapsic l!--u_m. === B"‘“rl’“"l street.
«., 0, ('lllLDS, f

iy WATCHES, JEWELRY, SILVER AND |
L WARE, SFECTACLES, BOUKS, STATIONERY, FANCY
LOuDd, Tuvs, Qo
% < and Engraving dotie with elezance and prompt |
e Post Ottice, Main street.

H. R & W. A, BROWN,

- llrnjrr n
< vis,Tis Ware, Woohes & GLass WARE.
Eastern Avenue.
T. TRESCOTT,
.Y STABLE. Passengersearried to and from the
SOAT I (O --mra! sireel, near SU Julinaburs Hotae.,
J. C. CROSSMAN,
r o BOOTS, SHOES AND UMBRELLAS,
Noo 2 Binghaw's Builling. Main street.

ALEXANDER THOMPSON,
iN FOUNDER AND MACHINIST, 1
AT PALDOUK MACHINE WOKRS,
C. BUTLIEIER & Co.
MANCFACTERERSY OF

ManoGany Cuatrs and MATTRESSES,
Butler's Bublding Ratiroad st.

BERIGIHAM & CROSSMAN

MARBLE AND MONUMENTAL WORK,
Hariroal street.

o L.

HASTINGS & WRIGIIT, |
MEAT MARKET, Kittredge's Building, |
Muin Street. Jue

DANIELS & COOK,
MEAT AND PROVISION MARKET,
Batler's Buuld Ing, Rallroad Street.

'« 1. (G A G B2, Artist,

A1 ST JOHNSBURY PORTRAIT GALLERY.
AenLOTYFLS. MLLAINOTYPES, 45D LIFE SIZE PHOTUGRAPHS
Better und chvaper than elsewhere. |

HALL & CLARK,
SANUFACTUREKS & DEALERS IN FURNITURE
First ot soutls of St Jubtisbury House,
~, DICK LY,

Dealerin DRY GOODS, S1Lks, SnawLs, &c.
Avies's Rk, - = Rallroad Street.

STODDARD & CLARK,

{ CUNSELLOKRS AND ATToRNEYS AT Law aAxp
SoLivitonrs I CHANUCERY.
Wl uttend b the bisttivss of thelr protessbon before any
v e Uourts of Vermont.
J Datin Stopbaub. Bexs. B, Crank.

J. ROSS,
AITORNEY, COUNSELLOR & SOLICITOR

Urrive Uver K. JEwkrr's.

A i'- “"I_’JIJJ‘ It l).
AITORNEY & COUNSELLUOR AT LAW,
\GENT FOR THE VT, dUTUAL FIRE INS. (.'U._
J. Co BINGIIANM,
DRUGGIST AND ATOTHECARY,
AT BEALER X MINKHAL TELTH, COLD VoI, THUSSES,

SUPPOLTERS, SHOUILDER BRACES, FAMTY wuabs, &C.
Mt strvet,

GEO. M. BARNEY,

Dok iy Boots, Suoks AN LEATHER,
hitrnepgk's HBuock, Mars STREET.

J.MT CANSINO,
DECORATIVE UPHOLSTERER, and dealer in upholste
e goenda, Tritmtnltigs atid Urnaments
B.ier s Bullding, - - = - IKatlrouad stree 4
JOHN BACON, 2nd, & Co,

earris iy HIDES, LEATHER AND OIL

= Junti=biirs Cenltye, - - VYoermont.

LEMON

Manufacturer

‘I’lllsosg

of Turesnisa
St Julinsturs, Vi,

M. HHTOWARD,

bealer in

Woarcnes, JEWELRY, BOoRs, SIATIONERY AND
FANCY GOODS,

Dopusite Bank, - - - -

MacuiNes,

rlv.

Main §

I. D. KILBOURNE, D. D. Nay
DEXTAL SURGEON,
Ltice, - - - Corner Aain & Central Streets

JL. IT. NEWTON,

DENTAL SURGEON.
Otlew opposile Bank, - - - Main street.
H. S. BROWNE, M. D.

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON.
tes In Kittredge's Building Malt strect.
. C. DICKINSON,

ALRICELTURAL WAREHOUSE & SEED STORE
Burnew's Brivpizeg, - - Rallroad street

D, IBOYNTON
DEALER IN
:TUVES, HAKDWAKE, CAKFPENTEES & JOINERS'

TouLs,
Manufucture Tin, Copper and Sheot- Iron Gooda.

Mru. JOIINSON, M Iliner,
Auddealer inall Kimds of Mittiseny Goovs & Thingises
Haiiroad Stievt,

. JEWIITT,

DeaLer 15 DY Goobs, Crockeny, HAKDWARE

Boors asp Suoks, Ghovkiies, ines, Painis, &c.
Main street

HOYT & GREEN,
DRUGGISTS, and dealers in Parsty, Oris,
Aud Vaksisitks, - - Raliroad street.

S:. NEWELL, M. bD.
PHYSICIAN AND SULRGEON.
ohice at hiis Kesldence on Prospect Street,
ALDRICH & UNDERWOOD,
Manufacturers and Dealers in FURNITURE.
Railroad street.

2. WIIII*1I*1.1:,

Pursirs Tuweswize Macmses asp Haxp Fax Moy,
M. G. HOUGHTON, M. D,

Of the tirm of Darling & Houghiton, )

HOMEOPATHIC  PHYSICIAN  AND  SURGEON,
BAKMET VIiILaw-E, Y1,
Lo~ Aino partictular atte ition padd to extracting teeth.
vhbivE, = = AT THE wikkbkN NOUANTAIN HULBE.

EDWIN HARVYEY,
ATTORNEY & COUNSELLOR AT LAW
SEOSOLICITOR IS CHANCLRY, M INDUL'S FALLY, ¥T.
A. Q. I.ADD, ’
HARNESS MAKER,
ieerl, Sponcer & Co's lh:i;\im;. East Burke, V(.
DAVID CHADWICK,
MTORNEY & COUNSELLOR AT LAW
AMD SULIUITOR BN CHAMCERY, BURKE, ¥T.

J. 5. DURANT, M. D.

(Susvessor to Dr, Arexaspen,)
Fourt street, - - Dauville, V.

Wm. W. Gnrou'rT,
LVIORNEY & COUNSELLOR AT LAW,
e iy Masspierp's Buinpize, Bawtoxn, Vinmost

clod the Conrts tn Ordeans sud Caledonla Coltntivs

(1}

ﬁ. t‘. "rl‘lh..
LARLLE  DEALER, Cuask’'s Brirpizg
Lymdon, \"l: is

LYNDON HOUSE,

DALLING, Proprivcer.
Faud ot the Depot, (ree.

Lyndon, Vi.

Patrons of the House con-
Hourses and Carrlages

tro, C, & Geo. W. CAHOON,
ATIORNEYS X COUNSELLORS AT LAW
AND SOLICITOHRS IN CHANCERY,
ANDFIRE INSURANCE AGENTS, LYNDON, VT.
+ will attend Courts in Caledonia, Orleans
Pesex Counties.

MILLER & TRULL,
HIVGE MANUFPACTURERS.  Open and Top
CAlsabs on bhad. Also,atl Klwds ol Carrfages made

£ Lyudon, Vi

QUIMBY & OVITT,

Manutacturers and Dealers In
WOOlEN.,
Lyndon, Vermont,

1IRA T.. .‘l“(‘l’a;‘l“”

Lall kinds o1 DRY GOODS, BOUTS & SHOES,
Geroeeries, Paiuts, Olis, &c., &, L
aili L oTuer, - m - . =

HARRIS LYNDS,

HLAUESMITH AND CARRIAGE MAKER,
Water strect, Peachom, VE.

J G DARILING & Co,

ClOTHING, DRY GOODS & GROCERIES

Lupenburgh, Vermont.

Ll S

Yermont.

llI(’Kl’Iﬂ.\IAN, BARNEY & CO..
126 and 128 Milk strect, Boston,

Y tirersand Wholesale Dealers tn Fluid and Cam- .
= g, Candles, ke, Kergseue 01l conatuutly |

N el yualisy Warranted. ) _ ) -

: J R. DELANO & CO,, |

PLOUTCE  cOMMISSION  MERCHANTS

]

27 X 29 01Ty WHARF, BOSTON.
) L N T ., wonld call the special attention o

tively a leisure day to me.

x|

GLASS AND TIN WARE. |

YOL. 24--NO. 2.
THE CALEDONIAN.

ST.JOHNSBURY, VT.
C. M. S TONI: & Co. Iublishers

TERMS.—One copy per annum, £1.50
If not paid within the year $2.00

67 No paper discontinued till all arrearages
are paid, except at the option of the publishers

Selected Poctry,

Twenty Years Ago.

"Twas in the flush of summer time,
Some twenty years or more,

When Emest lost his way, and crossed
The threshold of our door.

I'll ne'er forget his locks of jet,
His brow of Alpine snow,

His manly grace of form and face,
Sume twenty years ago.

The hand he asked I freely gave—
Mine wans a happy lot—

In all my pride: to be his bride,
Within my father's cot.

The faith he spoke he never broke,
His faithful heart I know,
And well I vow, I love him now,
As twenty vears ago.
Geonrce P, Monrnis.

- -

«“What 1 Live For.”

I live for those who love me,
For those who know me true ;
For the heaven that smiles above me,
And awaits my spirit too :
For the cause that lacks assistance,
For the wrong that needs resistance,
For the future in the distance,
Aned the yood that 1ean do.

General Wiscellany,

Husbands and Wives.

Husbands are often thoughtlessly exacting
and impose such a variety of petty duties on
their uncomplaining wives, that the color
fades from the cheek and joy dics out of the
heart. A little more thoughtfulness and
tender sympathy would change the entire as-
peet of many homes. A conuributor to Lite

lllustrated tells a story which has a good

moral.
It was the freshest of April mornings with
a soft wind that had rifled all manner of

“sweet scents from dimpled hollows purpled

over with young violets, and solitary  brook-
sides fringed with white anemone  stars, and
wafted them into the city streets to revive

 many a weary dweller amurg paving stones.
Mrs. Arden, standing ot her window looked

down at the few feet of earth that city peo-
LIy

ple dignify with title of “garden,”

and felt the sunny spring influences even

the

there.

“What a lovely morning,” said she to her-
self, “this is the very time to put my dahlias
into the ground and take care of the roses—
how fortunate that to-day will be compara-
Women don’t
often get released from the domestic -tread-

tmill, and what with spring sewing, company

and house cleaning, T have been literally @
slave for the last three months.  Once out

in the open air among the flower roots and
I shall feel as though I was entering a new
| life.”

Ignorant Mrs. Arden. Had she lived to
be thirty years old without knewing that a
married woman ought not to breathe, with-
out first asking her hushand if it's perfectly
proper and convenient 7 Mr. Arden had
laid out an entirely ditferent programme for
his lady wife, for in he came, discontent-

'edly eyeing the new overcout he had been
buying.

“Nellie, can’t you fix this overcoat some-
how 2 There is something hitchy abuut
the collar—you can tell where the trouble is
you're so smart with your needle.”

Mrs. Arden took it out of his hands and
looked at it despairingly—there was full

[ three hours’ work about it.

“And Nellie—if you wouldn’t mind alter-
(ing these shirt bosoms—they're all of a
i wrinkle —the pattern was a bad one.”

- “You insisted on having them made accor-
'ding to the very pattern, entirely against my
advice.”

“Well, I know I did,” said Mr. Arden, ra-
ther sheepishly ; “Martin said it was a good
one, but then, Martin don’t know every-

'thing.”

“I wisk you had found that out before the
shirts were made,” said Mrs. Arden petulant-
ly.

41 say,” interposed her spouse, apparently
rather desirous of changing the subject,
' “what are you going to have for dinner ?"

“] don’t know, I'm sure,” was the vexed
reply, “I helieve man are always thinking a-
bout eating—ro sooner is breakfast over
than dinner begins to disturb them.”

“I wish you would make one of those pud-
dings I like—make it yourself, for Susan al-
ways mangles it.
long time now.

“There goes the day of leisure that was to
have put my garden in such beautiful order,”
sighed Mrs. Arden.

“() pshaw,” said her husband contempla-

We haven’t had one for a

~—— ting his whiskers in the glass, “what do you,

care about garden work 7 A woman ought
| to find her chief happiness in domestic du-
ities. I don't approve of this everlasting fid-
| geting about fowers.”
“Harry,” said his wife, “you would not be
{at al! contented il your office work was so
endless that you never got a moment’s time

¥ to smoke a cigar, or read a book or newspa-
|

per.”

“N—no,” replied Mr. Arden hesitatingly

‘“but you are not a man.”

“No—1I know T'm not,” said Mrs. Arden
quickly, “but if 1 were, my wife should
have a little leisure to breathe occasional-
| ly.” . ‘
Mr Arden went out,shutting the door with

~ ,some vehemence behind him.
«] never did see such a complaining set
f' as women are,” was his internal reflection as

“''stuthe tact that they confine thewselves ex- he walked down the street.

CF s Cotutnlssion business.

J. D. CLAR
EINDER. - - -

—

=00
0

.‘l'.

older, and ruled tu any patteru.

Two or three hours’ steady work soon dis-

. Bradford. Vt. posed of the press of office business a.wa'i'.ing
Bu. & ofall kinds, from superior Paper—made to | him and he threw himself back in a chair to

in brightness of her complexion.

rest and look over his nesspaper.
balmy wind fanned his forehead like narcotic
incense, and the sensation of dolee far wiente
was inexpressibly  delightful—the closely
printed columns became a mere confused
Llur, and the first Mr. Arden knew he was—
not exactly asleep perhaps, but certainly not
very wide awake.

Something carried him back to the time

‘when Nellie had been a bride—fresh and

How well he remem-
bered the blue light of her eyes and the sat-
She had
grown wan and weary looking since those
days.

blooming as a rose.

It was ra-

did love her, rattle brained and thoughtless
though he was.

He thought of her sitting alone through
the glorious April day bending over the
work Le had assigned to her until the pallor
deepened on her cheek and the eyes grew

dim and lusterless—he remembered the ma-

ny, many days she had spent in the same
wearysome occupation.  No wonder that she
loved the flowers whose freshness seemed to
revive her whole nature.

A man may be very cruel toa woman with-
out beating her or denying her the necessi-
ties of life.

Suppose she should drift away from him
like a delicate leaf upon a switt running
stream.  He shuddered at the very idea.—
Shie was not strong enough. The time might
cume when a narrow grave and a white Lead
stone would be all that remained of his litle
wife,
all these things.

He started up from the troubled network
of funey that hud woven itself into a vague
dream ; the sunshine lay brightly on the
Hoor and the lingers of the office clock point-
ed to the hour at which he usually went to
dinner.

The pudding was made—the coat in prime
order—the unsatisfactory shirts ripped apart
and Nellie, though pale and tired looking,
came to the door with @ smile to greet her
husband.

“Why Harry, what on earth have you got
there ?7 she exelaimed as Mr. Arden came up
the steps stuggering under the weight of two
or three blossuming geraniums and verbe
nas which he had brought from down
with incredible d:thiculty.

luw i

“Thought you would ke some flowers for
your garden, my dear,” explained L, and
Nellie

happy look, which be did not svon forget.

straightway  gave him a  pleased,

“And now,” suid he, after dinner, “there is
not much to do at the office to-day—suppose
vou and I devote the afternoon to garden
work.  We can meke the little place as neat
as a pink.”

() l[urt‘_\', that would be drl];.:h[fu}." X-
claimed she with brightening eyes, “but  the

1

shivts—"

“() no watter about the shirts, let em wait !
—1 want to see your ciiecks a little redder, |

1 "
my love.

M:s. Arden wondered in her seeret heart
what had wrought this agrecable change—

she didn’t Know anything about her hus-

band’s dream.

Hexr provt tite Stars.—It is a startling
tact that if the earth were dependent alone
upon the sun for heat it would not keep  ex-
istence in animal and vegetable lite upon its

surfuce. It results from the researches  of

Pouillet that the stars turnish heat  enough

in the course of the year to melt a crust of

ice seventy feet thick—almost as much as s

supplied by the sun.

strange when we consider how immeasurably

small must be the amount of heat received
from any of those distant bodices.

This may appear very

But the '

Was it possible that he had been
liar:kin{,;' in care and tenderness ?
| . . |
| ther an uncasy twinge of conscience, for he

And then—should he not remember

The Jealous Man.

EY J. G. HOLLAND, (TIMOTHY TITCOMB.)

Fred Kennedy is my best friend. We
were in college together and deep in one an-
other’s confidence. He studied law and

opened an office in the city ; I read medicine |

and opened an office i the country. Bat
Fred got in love and forgot me until about
three months after his marriage, when I re-
ceived a letter from him which troubled me
very much. It was full of vague hints of
sorrow and anger and deep despair. He
wanted to see me, e must see me and tell
me what he could not write. It was a week
before I could leave a patient dangerously ill
—but one fine afternoon, after three nights
of watching I threw myself and my carpet

bag into the cars for the city. 1 slept all the '

way, only disturbed by two punches in my
ribs and an equal number in my ticket, and
at eight o'clock found myself ringing the bell
at the door of Fred's pretty residence on
street,

A very trim servant girl answered to my
I knew by her look that she had
heard of me and suspected who I was.  Mr.

summons.

Kennedy was at home, she said, and was in

the parlor, the door of which she swung o-
pen to me after I had laid aside my overcoat.
[ entered the door but the parlor seemed to
be empty. | looked about the walls but the
only thing which fastened my attention was
the exquisite portrait of a beautiful woman
almost enveloped in the misty bridal veil—
a very marvel of painting—through which
shone out the most golden of ringlets, and a
face of sweet beauty and rare intelligence.—
It seemed strange that the parlor should be
without an occupant, and I anvanced toward
the portrait without noticing that a deep  ea-
sy chair, its back toward me was planted be-
fore it. 1 very soon perceived it was occu-
pied, for an embroidered slipper peered out
from one side, toying with the air as if the
heart of the one who wore it were absorbed
in happy contemplation.

I coughed slightly and in ar instant Fred
Kennedy was on his feet and I was in his
arms. I never saw him so extravagant in
his demonstrations of delight. He shook my
hand a dozen times, slapped my shoulder,
caught my arm and whirled me around the
room, poked the fire and then laughed as if
he were insane.

“By George, Tom Conway, 1 am glad to
see vou,” said ke at last, fairly putling  with
the demonstrations he had made,

“I hud begun to suspect something of that
kind."I replied rubbing my shoulder, *1 think
vou must have been cultivating vour affec-
tions lately.”

“Well, T have.  What do you thirk of
that ¥ and he turned me around, and point-
cd to the portrait.

“Exquisite,” [ exclaimed.

“Magnificent, isn’t it 2"

“Mrs. Kennedy

“Mrs. Fred Kennedy.”

“Very pretty, hut she's painted.”

“lla, ha, ha, ha!”

“Now Fred,” said 1 seriously, “sit down,—
You are too much excited. It will be the
death of you. I have come down to see you
Your letter

*— - the letter

*1%s a clear case of insanity,” I continued
“If Iam favored with an interview with the
original Mrs, Kennedy I shall reprimand her
Your letter
betrayed the most distressing symptoms. 1
was afraid that I should find you had com-
mitted suicide, but I see there has been a re-
action.”

pre fossionally.
-

fur leaving you alone so lorg.

I said this in a bantering way. but I no-
ticea that Fred's countenance changed  until

But the its expression was one of mingled vexation

surprise vanishes when we remember !llut.“"d D

the whole firmument is thickly gemmed with
]

stars.

—

A Goob Broissintg.—A few weeks sinee a

eolored gentleman direet from the coast of

Afriea, having been in the city about two
weeks, called on Rev, Mr. Coe and applied
for permission to attend school, giving his
age as thirty years, and being able to read

most of the alphabet.

He was admitted to the Bush Street Boy's
e
has attended that school four weeks, and at
the close of the last term: he was able to
read in easy reading very well for a boy,

Grammar School as a mired scholar.

and zould write his name and some
words.

His thirst for cducation knows no bounds. the name of Benton.
As an evidence of this, he was told by his 'found it out and I hated him,
teacher, (being an inveterate smoker) that
his smoking might hinder his learning, when

uther

lie immediately replied, “then 1 knock off)”

and so he did, an example worthy of imita-
tion by some of the fast boys of New Bed-

ford.—Nvir !l’tf{’:’f!'f! .‘h&'('lﬂ‘y.

A — ——

“No more of that an’ thou lovest me,Tom,”
he replied and then added, “after you have
had supper I will tell you all about it.—
Jane is a good creature and has gone to
the sewing circle.  Those things bore me,
and she insists on my staying at home. We
shall huve a good hour together before her
return.”

Fred sat almost silent with me in his snug

, dining room while I did justice to my appe-

tite and his hospitality ; then we returned to
the parlor, and I gave myself up to slippers,
a cigar and Fred's story,

“When I wrote you that letter,” said Fred,
“I was a fool, but T was very miserable,
nevertheless.  You see, before I was mar-
ried, there was a young man in the city, of
He loved Jane; 1

He was a
quiet fellow, with a dark soft eye, and a ro-

mantic air, and 1 can’t express the contempt
1 felt for him. He seemed to me to be a per-
fect milk-sop. It was before I was engaged,
and I used frequently to meet him with Jane
at her father's house. I saw that he was in
love, head and ears, and what vexed me be-

A SINGULARLY PimiFvL FORGERY.—A num- | yond everything else was that Jane would al-
ber of papers, Democratic in politics, but
' which have heretofore been considered other-
wise respectable, have given eirculation to

the following untrutn :

“The Springfield Republican, which has '] proposed before 1 left. and received the as-.

ways treat him respectfully.  After he had

parted from us on one occasion and she had |

treated him with the usual consideration, I
. was determined to bring matters to an end.

probably more influence in the party than | surance that I was the chosen man,

any other paper in New England, says : ‘Re-

publicanism is so dead that, as a party, we
really lack the stimulus to a healthy excite-

 ment.”

This these papers make the text for sneer-
ing comments upon an alleged want of en-

thusiasm in the Republican party. What
the Springfield Republican did say, and will

frequently hereafter have occasion to say, is

this :

“The Democratie party 1s so dead here,and
everything but Republicanism is sodead, that,
as a party, we really lack the stimulus toa

healthy excitement.”

A party which was reduced to so pitiful

Well, Benton continued to call. I do not

' “Mr. Benton is a fool,” said L
waste your precious sympathies on such a
' was in a gav mood and seemed almost hate-

The daledoman,
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- lhwas. 80 snrry_for him. She wouldn't have it

happen for the world.

Benton so much.

She respected Mr.
“Don't

creature as he.”

| “Mr. Benton is a gentleman,” replied Jane
and then tke poor girl turned pale, the tears
swam in her eves, and she hid her face in

“her handkerchief, and sobbed hysterically.

. 1saw that I had been unjust—that I had
been mean and cowardly--that my words and
bearing had been hateful and contemptible—

that there was not the very slightest ground
for my feelings—but I was too proud to con-
fess it, so I approached and kindly kissed

 her forehead, and asked her to forget the
matter. ’

I met Benton in the street frequently
after this, and was wicked enough to rejoice
“in his woe-begone appearance. I wasstirred

to this partly by the fact that he had once

or twice called upon the fumily, and had |

' been treated with the most considerate cor-
diality. The fact was I loved Jane almost to
distraction and I could not bear to have any
other man think of her.

Cards were distributed for the wedding,
and one was sent to Mr. Benton.  But this
gratiied my malice. It seemed cruel to
invite a man te witness the consummation
of the ruin of his hopes, so I was pleased.
I doubted whether he would come, but he
was there so calm and gentlemanly that 1
could not help feeling how mean I was in
his presence ; and of course this did not
help the matter. I was more offended with
him than ever. 1 could almost have quar-
reled with my wife, even on the wedding
night, because she treated him with such
marked I determined at any
rate, that 1 would cure her of her liking
for him, and was almost maddened to hew
her express the hope that he would not forget
her when she should become settled in her
new home.

A few weeks passed away, and he called
at my house—at my honse !

attenion.

Aund Jane very
‘1 hnlw you had
a pleasant time with the gentieman,” 1 said
drily. T saw the fire lash in Jane's eye as

coolly informed me of it.

she replied, *Mr. Benton is alicays pleasant.”
There was an emphasis on the word “always’
that oftended me. 1 will not tell more ot
that very foolish scene.  Eunough that I was
thoroughly discomfited and came out of it
hating Berton the more as I was more  con-
vinced that he was a better man than myselt,
I could not bring mysclf to command my
wife not to see him without a single rea-
son, so [ took my satisfuction in bebaving
like a bear, and making her miserable for a
“'ll'k.

Some days had passed away when one
evening a party of merry friends came in and
Jane's bridal array became the subject of
conversation. A lady of the party expressed
a wish to see gome article of ornament  be-
lenging to the bridal dress.  Jane endeavor.
¢d to change the conversation. 1 saw that
she was troubled, but 1T repeated the lady's
request.  She replied that she had lent it—
and her lips trembled and her cheeks burned
as she said it.  The ladies saw that some-
thing was wrong, and immediately turned at-
tention from the subject.

But I was aroused.  In my excited and
suspicious state of mind I fancied a hundred
things, and somehow they were all associated
with Benton. 1 determined to ascertain
where that article had gone.  First 1 tock
occasion during my wife's absence from the
house one afternoon to ascertain that there
was not a single article of her bridal attire in
the house. I knew that the whole would
make a  formidable package which shecould
never or would never have carried away.—
Who did carry it ?  Somebady, probably,
who belonged in the house. T called the girl
whom vou met at the door and asked her
whether she had carried from the house late-
ly a package or a bandbox belonging to Mrs.
Kennedy. She colored deeply and acknowl-
edged that she had.
she had carried it. ~ She was very humble
and deprecated my displeasure, but very pos.
itively declined to tell.
took to bribe
her, but all to no purpose whatever.
il I were to cut her in pieces would she tell

| me.
|

I inquired as to where

| My suspicions were thoroughly aroused,

and I believed from the bottom of my soul

that the detestable Benton was somehow

connected with the mattar. It now became
me to put on a smooth and affectionate ex-
terior, for 1 had a secret to fathom. I re-
ceived Jane on her return with the old foni-
ness, and we passed an evening full of deep
misery to me, but overflowing with happiness
for her. Where to begin in my investiga-
tions I could not tell. I was afraid that the
| servant would tell Jane of our conversation,
“but as she thoroughly loved her mistress,
she promised that if 1 had no difficulty about
it she would not tell her.
I had no resource mow butto watch.—
The next day, instead of going to my office
‘I took a cigar in the reading room of the
| Hotel, and seating myself by a win-
dow that gave me a view of my residence, 1
:kept an eye on the door. I had sat there

think he knew of the new position of affairs, | perhaps half an hour when Jane's most inti-

but it made no difference. I determined to

.mate friend—Miss Kute Stephens—went

cut him, and 1 did. I met him in the street tripping down the street and entered the

in broad day and cut him dead. Who should

I fird that very night with June but this | she and Jane emerged.

contemptible Benton. He had risen to leave
the room with agony depicted upon every
feature of his face, Isaw it all at a glance
~he had proposed and been rejected.  All
the devil there was in me rejoiced. I have
no doubt that I grinned maliciously upen
him as he passed out. I could heartily have

house. A few minutes passed away when
Both were bonret-
;ed and cloaked for a walk. I slipped out
i and followed them at a distance through half
' a dozen stree's, until at last they turned in

'at an open doorway. I marked the number

'and then went to my office. I was in a fever
| of excitement. That evidently was no place
i for ladies to call. The door opened into a

garbling as this certainly deserved the death 8dded a kick to the repulse he had already | blind stairway. There was no name on the

lwhich has overtaken it.—.N. Y. Tribune.

ireceived. But Jane was distressed. She

door.

I coaxed her, under-
her, and then threatened
Not |

The next thing for me to ascertain was
the name and character of the persons occu-
pying the rooms above. 1 went to my
dinner as usual and played the careless and
happy to the best of my ability. My wife'

fully charming and brilliant. 1 kissed her

and bade her good evening, pleading busi-

ness as my excuse for leaving her alone. My

steps almost involuntarily took the direction |
of the morning walk. 1 was moving briskly

along when I discovered a familiar figure be-

fore me. I knew it was Benton the moment

[ fixed my eye upon him. I unconsciously

took his pace, keeping a safe distance from
him, and followed him street by street, over
the same path upon which I had followed

my wife. As we approached the suspected

door, I fairiy held my breath. My blood

curdled and every hair on my head seemed

to rise up with apprehension. I was not

‘mistaken.  He mounted the steps and
turning on his heel, coolly paused to pick his

teeth as I ground mine together and passed

by.

I could not bring myself to the humilia-
tion of doubting my wife’s truth to me. The
fact that her friend accompanied her certain-
ly did not tend to this conclusion ; but the
consciousness that she still retained a warm
respect for Benton, and that she had met
him in an obscure room for any purpose, dis-
tracted me. But I had prudence enough to
determine to wait for the denouement, and
in the meantime 10 maintain as strict a sur-
veillance of both parties as was possible
without endangering detection. Three days
passed away, and nothing occurred to prove
that the visit had been repeated. I watched
her sometimes while she sat at her weedle-
work. and frequently saw a peculiarsmile up-
on her face. Un one of these cccasions, 1
abruptly asked her what she was thinking of,
and though I importuned her with some de-
gree of severity, I could get no satiefactory
reply.

The matter very soon began to wear upon
my spirits. 1 was frightened by my very
haggard aspect whenever 1 locked in a mir-
ror. Jane noticed the fact, and became ex-
tremely anxious for me.  Heraffectionate at-
tentions were more assiduous than ever, and
I was ashamed of my suspicious, for I could
not doubt the genuineness of her solicitous
apprehiensions.  Still the facts would recur
and I passed many a sleepless night in revol-
ving tnem.

One day, while sitting in my office, my
perplexing thonghts overcame me, and 1
penned the letter which you received from
me. Icould keep still no longer without
telling some one of the weight which op-
I took the letter to the officc
wyself 3 and as I felt that solitude would on-
iy render me more miscrable, 1 did not re-
turn, but kept along through the street. In-
voluntarily, almost, I so directed my steps as
to take the street which contained the secret
that was tormenting me.

pressed me.

I selected the door
at the distance of a block ; and my heart
sank within me as I saw a gentleman tuking
leave of a lady upon the steps.  They could
have been—thay were—no other than my
wife and the miscreant Benton.  There was
to lady with her. 1 could sce that they were
laugking merrily.

I had a revolver in my pocket, loaded and
capped,and my hand sought it, and was glued
to it as Tapproached the spot. But Jane did

not sce me, and tripped off in the oppesite ©

dircetion.  Benton remained in the doorway,
and with my eye fixed madly upon him, 1 ap-
proached him. He did not shrink from my
look, but returned it with a smile that puz-
I know not what it was, but there
was something in the soft, mild, pleasart vye
of the man, and in his unroffied and unsus-
prcting look that disarmed me.

zied me.

The nearer
[ approached Wim, the more disconcerted |
became, but as I had evidently aimed at him
in my progress, I felt that I could not avoid
him : and I determined, moreover, that I
could and would bear the suspense no lon-
ger.

“Good morning, Mr. Kennedy,”
Benton,

My voice was startlingly husky to myself
as I returned the salutation.

“You are just too late to see a beautifu)
woman,” said the man, with just the slightest
tremor in his voice.

said Mr,

fiercely, ““you are a scoundrel.”

“What—can—you—mean—sir ?" inquired
the astonished man, opening his eyes wide
with wonder.

“You are a damnable villain, sir ; that is
just what I mean—an infernal, smooth-
tongued hypocrite. I have found you out
and before 1 part with you you shall in some
way give me satisfaction.”

The man’s eyes actually filled with tears.
tie trembled from head to foot,and Ithought
he would fall. I saw guilt in every look and
movement, and I saw that I had him, and
believed that I could do what I chose with
him.

“Have you a room in this building, sir ?" 1
demaunded.

“I have."”

“Lead me to it.”

There was hesitation in his look, and I re-
peated the demand with an oath. He stood
irresolute for a moment, and then said if 1
would wait a moment, until he had adjusted
some affairs in his room, he would comply
with my demand. This added new food to
my suspicions, and I cursed him for his art-
fulness. He could not ceceive me, and I re-
iterated my demand that he should show me
the room at oxce.

I do not think that up to this time the
shameful nature of my suspicions had really
been apprehended by him. When these
'dawned upon him, there was a fire in his eye !
jand a quick, paioful swelling of his veins .

i

]

My bloed took fire at once. “Sir,” said I,

and muscles which I pray God I may never
see again. Pain, indignation and determina-
tion were all there, and 1 felt in a moment
that I had roused a nature whose depth and
strength I had failed hitherto to measure.—
With great self-control, however, he said,
“Mr. Kennedy, you are unjust to a woman
whose happiness, 1 fear, is dearer to me than
to you. Did Ifeel atliberty to disregard
her peace, I would sooner hug a dagger to
my heart than yield for a moment to your in-
solence.  Even now, you can only enter my
room on my conditions. Stand here for a
moment, and I will call you.”

“Take your own course,” I doggedly re-
plied.

He passed up the stairs, a=d I,to avoid
suspicion, looked up to the sky. It was one
of those calm winter days that show a hear-
en as pure and blue as if a storm had never
stained it. I had stood thus hardly ten sec-
onds when Mr. Benton descended a few steps
and spoke my name. I followed him up the
stairs, through a dim passage, into a room
chaste in its appointments, but filled with a
light as soft and pure as if even the glorious
day without had been refined by passage
through some rare medium. In my state of
mind I could hardly comprehend the objects
before me at a glance. But I knew that I
was in an artist’s studio. Benton was silent,
but my eye selected at once the prominent
painting in the apartment. [ looked, and
was struck with a fit of shivering. It was
the portrait of my bride—my darling Jane.
[ was cumb. I could not have spoken had
it been to save my life.

I have no idea how long T had stood thus,
when Mr. Benton approached me, and took
my unresisting hand. “Mr. Kennedy,” said
he with a choking sound in his throat, “I
knew of no proper way for me to contribute
to the happiness of one whom I have loved
as I can never iove another, except by doing
a pleasure to the man whom she has honored
by her love. I thought it would be pleasant
to you to have a portrait of your wife, as
she appeared in her bridal attire ; and at my
solicitation she has been here a number of
times to sit for her picture. Her friend Miss
Stephens has been  here with her,and your
servant had just passed from sight when you
came up, with the package containing her
dress.  If I have done wrong, forgive me ;
but I theught it would make you all so hap-
py

As he closed these words, uttered with
honest emotion, every one of which went like

ta dagger to my heart,] found strength to

lift my eyes to his. The big tears were hang-
ing upon his eye-lids, and his face in that ex-
quisite light, was as beautiful asif it had
been the face of an angel. We looked at
one another a moment, and then moved by a
common impulse, threw ourselves into one
ancther’s arms, and cried sir—cried like two
babies.”

O my God ! Tom, that was the hardest
thing that ever happened to me. I was killed
—Killed by a magnanimity too great for my
mean heart to fathom. 1 seized him by the
arm, at last, led him down stairs, and took
the way to my own heuse. You know my
impulses ; but you know I could not stop un-
til T had made a cican breast of it. I went
straight to my house, kissed Jane a dozen
times, told the whole story, and made my-
self ridiculous. Poor Jane! She was
ashamed of me, and I do not think she has
got over it yet.”

“And Benton—" I suggested.

“Benton remained and  drank with us, at
my ecarnest wish, and sent the picture home
the next doy: but he has not been here

since. I doubt whether he will ever come a-
gain.  The fact is, your friend Fred Kenne-

dy never felt so humble as he has since that
day, and I have wondered how Jane, who
knew us both well, could have made the
choice she did between us.”

“So have 1" I most emphatically respond-

“Well, now I am bothered to know what
‘to do with Benton. He is too proud to re-
ceive any favors from me. I cannot offer him
money ; I cannot offer him anything. [ tell
you what I have been thinking about, and
vou shall tell me how it strikes vou. You see
what a fellow I am. I shall tear myself all
to pieces in a few vears, and I have brought
myself to this. Before I die, I will will make
a solemn request of Jane to marry Benton
for a second husband.”

At this moment Mrs. Fred Kennedy ap-
pearcd, her cheeks flushed to vermillion with
the effect of the coid evening air. 1 did not
wonder at the ennobling influence of such a
pure beauty as hers upon Benton's sensitive
mind.  Fred introduced me, and somehow
we all found ourselves before the portrait at
once.

“I've told Tom all about it,” said Fred to
his wife,

Mrs. Kennedy gave him a look of wound-
ed reproach, and then said to me, in a way
which spoke volumes, “You know Fred.”

Fred has become a humble man, and bids
fair to put off the day of Mr. Benton’s hap-
piness to a very indefinite future,  Besides,
his family has been increased to that degree
that it would be doubtful whether the artist

' would be willing to take the bereaved Mrs.

Kennedy with the “incumbrances.” Still, I
have no doubt that Fred's imaginary sacri-
fice has served its purpose in restoring in
some degree his self-respect.

A Cunard Reckoning.

In a voyage to  America, some nine years
since, on the seventh or eighth day out from
Liverpool, Captain L—— came to cinner at
eight bells as usual, talked a little to the per-
sons right and left of him, and helped the
soup with his accustomed politeness. Then
he went on deck and was back in a minute,
and operated on the fish,looking rathergrave
the while. Then he went on deck again ;
and this time was absent, it may be three, or
five minutes, during whick the fish disappear-
ed, and the enfrees arrived, and the roast
beel. Say ten minutes passed—I can't tel}
after nine years. Then L—— camed wa
with a pleased and happy countenance this
time, and began carving the sirloin. “We
have seen the light,” he said ; “Madam, may

I help you to a little gravy, or a little horse-
radish ?” or what not ? I forget the name
of the light, nor does it matter. It wasa
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